Surely the Great Novel
of the Year

A.S.M. HUTCHINSON

“One of the best books of our
times."—New York Times.

_“A masterpiece of modern fic-
tion."—Zoston Trapscript,

“An amazingly fine contribu-
tion fo modern novel writing.”
—Chicago Tribune.

“Quite outdoes anything that
has gone before."—Fhiladelphia
Ledger.

“A great piece of “literary
craftsmanship."—Detroit News.

“Quite a splendid book."—
Washington Herald.

“Will inevitably be
read."—New York Sun.
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SEEENEEEEEEEES
Every Woman
will read

as eagerly as she would
her own biography.

For the same reason and because
it is an even more brilliant and
sparkling novel than POTTERISM,
every man will read it, too.

N.P. D, that most searching and
discriminating critic of the New
York Globe, says in a long and en-
thusiastic review of DANCEROUS
AGES: “Above all, Rose Macaulay
is the moat spirited and readable of
modern story tellers .
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and greatly enriched by the
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assortment of
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lection,

By the author of
“A Vapabond Journey
Around the World"

WORKING
NORTH
FROM
PATAGONIA

By HARRY A. FRANCK
R. FRANCK'S travel

books are in a class
by themselves.
other living author that we
can recall gets a people and
a country on paper with the
fidelity and the feel of reality
which he achieves.

This new book covers east-
ern fon''y America from Pata.
goria 1o Venezuela, the in-
terior sections as well as the
coast. It is not only au-
thoritative; it is fascinating.
It is rich in advenlure from
cover to cover. The book has
650 pages and 176 illustra.
tiens from photographs taken

New York City.)

Paris Reads Novel of Hungary

QUAND ISRAEL EST ROL By Je-
rome and Jean Tharaud, Plon-Nour-
rit: Paris

e NE day in the fall of 1868 a
O young Frenchman arrived at

Budapest. Nobody was at
the statlon to receive him and he had
a_good deal of trouble to find his bag-
goge and gel a man to carry it (o his
room, for he did not know a word of
the Hungarian language.” 8Since then

he and his brother, the authors of this
new book, have learned as much as
any outsider gould of the Jews of Hun-
gary, Poland ‘and the Ukraine reglon.
1 wrote Tae HerALD of theirtwo earlier
books some months Bgo.

They have traced the ancient “wild
Jew" of Galacla through his progress
from pedler to money lender, from
employee to owner of estates, finally
to business man or journalist of the
city. Im Budapest they paint the
“Maison Orezl,” a kind of ghetto-
ciravansary, where certain stages in
this metamorphosis may be studied.
They find in the types here “"something
which survives all changes of costumo
and of fortune, even all the perpetual
varfations of thought."”

Hitherto the Tharvauds have ex-
amined the problems of the relation-
ship between Jew and Gentile from the
deseriptive op static point of wiew.
Now they conslder the whole situation
dynamically, with special reference to
the Hungarlan revolution. And at the
end they leave the eternal question.

They have written a well ordered
drama of Hungarian history, leaving
only the denouement, the communist
experiment. In the first acts, the ex-
position, the two citles of Budapest
came to lfe—the old Magyar fortress
of Bude and the later German-Jeyish
town of Pesth. Bude was long the
vanguard of Christianity. “Her old
rock is like Marathon, Salumig o 1he
Catalonian fields, ong of the places
where the fate of our civilization was
feught out with the Orlent.”

But the town of Pesth, across the
Danube, howed bolore the invaders. It
ahould be ndded that the assault upon
her was anlmost impossible to with-
stand—"invisible, repeated, like an in-
undation which mounts by insensible
degrees rather than the splendid
shocks of armed combat that play so
large a part in the glory of written
history."”

So the insidious Orient, driven back
for two centuries from Hude, kept
making its way little by little into the
other town until one fine day Pesth
woke up to find herself mastered. This
pervading foree spread out across Hun-
gary. In many quarters the Jews
had succeeded the anclent hereditury
nobles as proprietors of the land. And
having secured commercial control of
the country, they became invoived in
u communist revolution, the prologue

of which was the assassination of
Count Tiszu.
Jerome amd  Jesn  Tharsud have

drawn an arresting portrait of the
murdered man which recalls the fig-
ures of the great Huguenots of the
seventeenth century.
vere old Calvinist family, with stern
bearing and powerful frame, “he was
arn accomplished sportsman, a fencer
of the flrst rank, who accepted all

| challenges and commoniy wounded his

adversary, an intrepid rider, a great
lover of the chase. A slmple
unwavering soul dominated by clearly
defined convictions, almost elementary
in character. Obstinate in his thoughts,
nustere and ready to sacrifice every
thing for his falth, he seemed to find

| morose satisfaction in the unpopu

| timatum was passed upon.

larity in which he had always lived.”

In 1074 this man was Prime Minis-
thr, and ar =uch participeted in thas
Cabinet counsel where the Serblan ul-
So his peo-
ple and the world in general have
looked upon him as ono of those re-
sponsible for the cataclyem. The
beothers Tharaud in a new and dra-
matle recltal of the war's prelude give
a contrary version. Thoy show Tisza
setting himself against his colleagues
I the effort to malotain peace. And
when during the war and after the
defeat popular hate centred upon him
his pride kept him from seeking justi-
fication in revealing the truth.

Fvidently Capt. Cezerniak, who was
arrested In August, charged with the
assassination, was ignorant of this
version.

As In the French Revolution and In
the recent Russian revolution, the libe
eral aristocracy seems to have played
a great part. The Tharauds have little
liking for Count Karolyi, the Keren-
sky of the Hungarian uprising. They

Issue of n se-

picture him as a degenerate, domi-
nated only by ambition., This scems
an unfair view. Karolyl's principles
were excellent, though, like Kerensky,
he was soon displaced by the rush of
cventa,

In reality “When Israel Is King" is
more than o history of Hungary., It ls
a brief for Hungary, diminished, mu-
tilated by the treaty of Trianon. And
a plea of this kind {s generally directed
agalnst some one even more than in
another's behalf. And it must be sald
that thefr plea for Hungary would be |
more effective if it were not encum-|
bered with anti-Semitism, They do|
rot tanke the trouble to be consistent. |

They identify the Hungarian with
the Occident and the menacing Orient
with the Jews. To set the Magyars in
opposition to the Orlent is a strange
error! A branch of the Tartar race |
they have remained pure Asiatics. |
That explains their relations with the |

Jows, which resemble thuse between
the Turks and the Armenlans.

Their aristocracy is composed of
functionaries and soldiers, high head-
ed, courageous and strong, luxurious
In their manner of life, Incapable of
labor, of organization or of commerce.
The Jews undertake tasks they scorn
in the liberal professions and in trade.
In that sonse onc may speak of Is-
raelite “rule.”

But is it not a littie too paradoxical
to call *“When Isracl Is King"” the his-
tory of “an anti-bourgeols revelutinn”
In a country where before the war
“out of a hundred doctors, engineers
or journalists fifty were Jews"” and the
rest In like proportions?

Neverthelass, the book holds the
reader's interest from beginning to
end, It is written in a style at once
rich and precise, in which memories
and emotions are carried with their
full foerce. I am neither pro-Semite
nor anti-Semite, but seek to bring to
the reader a true report of our growing
literature as it appears, PANAME.

Child Learns by Acting a Part
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THE STAR-CHILD AND OTHER
P'LAYS, By Rita Benton, New York:
Writers Publishing Company.

LIKABLE volume, this, in the
A the modern mood! R, L. 8

would have approved it, one
feels pretty sure. So would—so will—
the thoughtful childhearts of the
waorld to-day. So will the Small Folks
themselves, for whom they are writ-

ten,  For they are a collection of joy
bringing playvs. Academicians will llke
them too. That is, they will tabulate

reasons—these terrible pedagoguee—
why these plays should Le enjoyed by
children. But the children will Just
fall for them instinctively without giv-
Ing you any reusons. Which ls the
most authentic #ibute, after all.  Old-
sters—pedagogues and book reviewers
and the like—will feel called upeon to
give thelr reactions, a tedious process
u* best. The youngsters wHl simply
delight In them., They will just take
them and use them., "“Ge# such fun!”
they will say. They will not, thank
God, “react"—self-conscipusly, They
will 4ake them Into their lives without
any suspicion of having to get them-
seives educated.

One hesitates to use the word, but
this volume (= fndeed a “contribution”
lln modern child literature. It iz not
|the old accustomed drivel—what

Shaw's “SBavey"” would call “obsolete

rot.* It shows more plalnly than
| many ponderous volumes on pedagogy
just how far we are progressing from
the unbeautiful rigors and disciplines
of the past. It gives free rein to the
play instinet of the child, opening new
doors to the imagination and leading
It through many corridors to the tem-
pie of beauty.

These plays are adaptations from
stories, poems= and old Greek legends.
They are Interesting both in thelr
quality and in thelr rvich variety. They
are drawn, for example, from storles
by Tolstoy and Oscar Wilde, from
poems of Longfellow and Lowell and
from Lessing’s “The Ring of Magic
Power” and John Hay's “The Happy
Man."

Thelr author, Rita Benton, special-
izged in the drama while at Vassar
College and afterward wrote the plays
noluded in this volume and a number

Little actors in a fairy play.

at which she worked in Chicago. They
are designed for boys and girls bLe-
tween 8 and 14. The acting time of
each play is forty-five minutes and
there is an avernge of about eight res
hearsals to g play. They have been
produced, often under Miss DBenton's
direction, in many settlements and
schools In Chicago and elsewhere.
Thelr guccess has wlready given thelr
nuthor o recognized place in the feld
of juvenlle dramatics, They have all
been aeted by childeen, savs Miss Hen-
ton, mainly for the joy of pageantry,
bhut In part to sestst in the bullding of

a children's settlement, a House of
n;urllin--ﬁ--. where nlso they have been
performed.

For Miss Benton the “play's the

thing”! She belleves with Willilam
Butler Yeats and others that “the
gsimpler the setting, in general, the
better.,” Her sense of artistic values
leads her to feel that the stage trap-

pings mu=t be subordinate to the play
itself. Another reason, were there no
other, i& that settlemept productions
require simplicity of staging and cos-
tuming. “For indoor scencs” says the
author, “a plain, brown burinp has
been found the best for a peasant sel-
ting; for kingly scenes have a hand-
gome curtaln ot the bhnek, a dajls and
a throne. For outdoor scenes hang a
deep blue curtaln; agninst this, If de-
gired, plaee real palm, bos or bay
trees, or have the conventional shapes
eut out of wood and printed a Nouah's
ark gresn.' .

1t may be held by some that certain
pinys are too tragic, True, many of
them are sad, but most of them have
# happy ending. Aganin, does not this
satisfy the wsthetle sense of children
in much the game way n# teagle drama
does certain grownup= who have heen

heard to remark, "7t was the best
matinee. T eried all the way through
it"e

The dialogue too Is robust, The lan.

guage of peasants and kings alike is
simple and stands out refreshingly. It
has not been denatured. A few native
expressions of undiminished strength
have beon allowed., The plots are sim-
ple, and while they certyinly do e
ountside the chll@'s experionee, they do

of others for ghildren of the settlement

not le beyvond the area of his imagl-
natlon. MARY SIEGHRIST.

Very Short

AND THE SPHINX SPOKE. By Paul
Eldridge. Boston: The Stratford
Company.

HIS is a collection of short

T storfhs yor tales that conform

more to the pattern of fables
or the taleg of Poe than to the for-
mula for the modern short story. The
reader ahould not look here for stories
sich s are found In the Satwrday
Evening Post. They are not the
things thiét the reading public has
learned to expect from the “success-
ful" writer. In the first place, these
tnles are very brief. Thi= slender vol-
ume of not more than u Ilu‘m!rﬂd PAReN
contalng some fifteon tales ns well ns
an equal number of sketclies or im-

en the scene h!, the author pressions under the general hend of
e . | “Pastels.”

r,M_ all b?‘h.'."!:r“" Price Mr. Wldridge hne variety of sub-

$§-Hl .I L-l.'.i—...ed hy The I jort and singleness of treatment, The

Century Co., 353 Fourth Ave., | mood and enlor of the tales are more

or less uniform. It la not the roseate
glow of success or Inflated prosperity,

Stories With Sharp

but rather n cold, white light that re-
veala configuration and characteristics
nof always pleasant.

I In the words of one of his char-
acters, life for Mr, Eldrldge seems to
be "a dream that grows old and crum-
bles and turns to sand, Life {s glilded
dust, but the gilt rubs off and the
dust remains.” He views this shoddi-
negs of being, the worn and thread-
bare places In the carpet of existence,
with a grim, sardenic humor. A hasty
reader might characterize his point of
view as sordid or unsympathetic. But
it Is not Mr, Eldridge who Is sordid;
rather, the corners of lfe and the
particular human soule he has chosen
to deplet, He does it with a sym-
pathy bred of clenr viplon untempered
by sentimentality.

Mr., BEldridge I8 charncterized in
Benjamin De Casseres’s Introdooction
to the book ax a “perfect artistic pes-
mimist . . . as fine an artist ne he is
an fncorrigible pessimist”  But the
word “peasimist” 1a Ukely to be inter-
preted variously, according to the
moad., To some people any one s o
pessimist who admits the corruptibll-

Edgeé

ity of the human species, The apt
characterization of a pessimist as one
“whe Fleteherizes his quinine” Is too
narrow; rather might not the genulne
pessimist be one who Fiftehérizes
everything. both the bitter and the
sweet, and genernlly concludes, after
due  réflection and meditation and
chastening of the palate, that eating
I8, aftor all, but a neoensary evil—Ilike
the rest of life, Mark Twaln once
sald that the man who hecame a pes-
gimist before 40 knew teo much, but
that the man who didn't bogome @
pessimist after 40 didn't know enough.

Caneede, then, that Mr, Eldridge I8
a pessimist—an Intellectual pessimist,
One might surmise ns much from his
book, That he is algo an artist the
tales In “And the Sphinx Spoke™ bear
ample testimony, That he is not In-
capuble of smiling 14 also clearly evi-
denoed

Thiz book will delight the lterary
epleure. As Mr. Do Casseres eloses hils
Introduction:  “It will appenl o that
Immortal Ten Thousand which .
have alwaye existed on  enrth—the
Ten Thousand worth writing for.”

A Opened Letter
To Harry Witwer

THE LEATHER PUSHERS, By H. C

Witwer, . P, Putnam's Sona,

To Mister H. C. WITWER,
coLos Angeles Pressing Club.
Please forward.

Drar WiT:

Well, Wit, if T am not the first genu-
ine book reviewer to call you Wit
I'll bet I am the first of that coo-coo
clan to call you witty. By genuine
hook reviewer I mean to the viz, a
paid up member of the Fourth's Hstate
which really reads books and dashes
off pieces about them and not no po-
lice reporter that does a story off the
jacket and barters the review copy for
what is popularly dubbed the where-

withal to buy a package of smokes and
a deck of paper matches,

In my frank and outspoken way,
wWit, I assure you I have never met up
with a genuine reviewer who give you
the eredit for America's national trait
to the vis., wit and humor. How the
a0 ever don't lose no sleep over this.
Winning the esteemed enmity of these
ltterary ghouls who prey on accred-
ited apthors' books because they can’t
write a book thelrselves is the great-
pat compliment you could have. If
them guys knows what's humaor, then
General John Joseph Pershing has led
a uneventful Hfe. And that's that!
But jugt to let you know what a col-
lege degreed literary eritle talks about
behind your back, let me repeat what
one of the ilk Informed me aboutl you.
“Wit-wah! Wit-wah! Oh! Yes,
yes. I recall. Wit-wah is fhe, ah,
auth-aw who onece mixed soda wat-aw
in Yonk-aws, is he not? Yes, yes, He
#till mixes soda wat-aw. The, ah, nut
sundaes, so to speak, of mod-awn light
lit-aw-too-ah! Yes, yes" Well, Wit
at that this baby come pretty near
right. For a bimbo that don't live on
my and your more denser populated
half portion of this planet Earth, I'd
sny he was at least as close as Buzie
Lenglen was to winning a place in the
hearts of our country eclubmen; ana
she lost, if vou can believe what vou
read in the papers, only by a cough.

The writer has just sat up half the
night through, Wit, with your latest
child of the brain, “The Leather 'ush-
ers.” And the undersigned would beg
to state that “The Leather Pushers'
has got more lnughs in it than the
Woalworth Building has sgteps,

Having been n personal follower of
your writings for many years, there
was one extra laugh in which you now
get a cordial's Invitation to join. It
was that part where by ghat might be
nicknamed innuendo you pose e a fight
expert. Why, WiL, you ain't no fight
expert, [ knpw you picked Dempsey
to beat Carpenter, but that wae like
picking the politicians to run the coun-
try., Who was that farm bred, sell-
trained athlete you selected out of the
twa possibliities to cop at Toledungh
OhighO? Probly you've forgat by now
eh, Wit? Well, Wit, my memories |«
long. When your selection dropped to
the canvas, three of my dollars
dropped with him charged to your ac-

count. But I don't hold it against you,
Wit. I'll let hygones be bygones. Only
[ can't help thinking that at four °
per annum  them three smackery

would by now be growing up to $3.50
That was such @ lesgon to me, Wit
thut when you predicted Cuarponter
didn't have a chanst nt the Thirty
Tovie's Acres T went agninet my own
better's judement and ventured thres
more on Dempsoy to lose.

How the ¥o ever, this latest nut-sun-
dae of yours which has been entitled
“The Leather Pushers” 1 would sup
noge becanse it muwt he some oditor's
idea of what might be a slung term for

the fighting gentry and not hecause
no  dyed-in-the-wool fightfan  ever
called n fighter a leather pusher,
should make you a lot of Jack. [f the

hero, Kane Halliday, turns our to lIx
ns popular with the book buyers az he
i# with some of us book bummers |
wonld if T was in your shoed affec-
tionately refer to him ae Sugar Kane
on the account of the sugar and cte. he
brings in. But, not to give no unasked
advice, you should have let a sport.
ing's authority like Joe Viln who sets
the pace give you a more slanger
term than leather purhoer for o title,
Well, Wit, this being n book review
and a opened letter 1 suppose T ouht
to knock the public for a row of trol-
ley poles by telling what's in the book
so that T'l1 spoll the story for the refid-
ers and they won't have to go and buy
one. Bul on second's thought I'Il just
tell you what my beautiful and charm-
ing wife and helpmeect sald last night
when she commandeered that T drop
that book and turn out thet light to
go to that bed. Bhe talks French like
Jeanne Harmon, your notable Charac-
ter of Fictlon, on account of our son
Jaeques having had one lesson already

in the language of diplomacy out at
his school In the land of the Flai-
bush,

“Helog!™ she exclaims, “you are but
the leetle of the fool, It is you who
write &0 gond like Monsiour Witwer.

public the plot. Non, non.gon! Go to
show them the cust-oom-ars, the how
af which Mr, Witwer does the writing.
Then, mon cher, the what of which he
writes will be of the Insignificance,
Vollat™

#n that was that, Yours truly,
Dun BiopaLt,

IEo_ok Exchange
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An Electric Shock of Delight

THE CRYSTAL HEART
By PHYLLIS BOTTOME

Author of “The Dark Tower,” etc.

hhTI;eantto:hhntd:;.mﬁnormdnomd‘iﬂh-
guished wor an story centering one
the most lovable heroines of all fiction. “??i.so)

Fiction With a Dickens Flavor

WHERE THE YOUNG CHILD

WAS .
By MARIE CONWAY OEMLER

Author of “Slippy McGee,” ete.

Readers who like Dickens also like Mrs, Oemler’s
fiction; it has the great gifts of tenderness, of laugh-
ter and of irresistibly stimulating vitality. ($1.90)

By the author of “The Helmet of Navarre”

THE ISLAND

By BERTHA RUNKLE
A story of today ‘old with that swifiness of nar-
rative and that richness of humanly appealing detail
which have won her thousands of readers. ($1.75)

A Man Who Makes Love To His Wife

3 THREADS
By FRANK STAYTON

This is an English novel of extraordinary finish,
freshness, gay whimsicality and dramatic power,
woven around a character no reader will soon for-
get. ($1.90) _

(The Centurion, a 16-page illustrated monthly magazine
dealing with authors and their work, will be sent regularly
and without charge to any one upon request. Address The
Century Co., 363 Fourth Avenue, New York City.)

John Dos Passos, in May last,

brought a manuscript entitled THREE
SOLDIERS to the office of George

H. Doran Company. It was read and
immediately created a sensation. It was
promptly accepted. Everyone who read the
novel in its original MS form agreed that it
deserved to be read widely because it said frankly, sincerely
and for the first time those things which thousands of young
men thought and felt about the war, its incident and con-
sequent influence upon the established order of things
governmental. It voices the protest of youth, its emergy and
progress. But it was also agreed that even after necessary editing
the book would probably come as a distinct shock to many,
especially to those who had not previously been made aware of
the intense anguish of many youths who suffered bitter disillusion-
ment in the decay of an idealism that alone made possible their
surrender of personal liberty. The publishers believe, however,
_thuwmthouw-hogodmbdmthetmtofﬂnml
truthtelling will be the first t8 credit him with the creation of a
veritable piece of literature. This explanation is made because it
seems but fair to state frankly the facts about a book that is

Zlmlma

heated controversy. ¥ The author
would ask his reader to remember
THREE SOLDIERS, A Novel by John Dos Pessos—Just Published—52.00

that he writes as a novelist—not as
an historian.

AN ASSAY OF SPURIOUS WEDDING RINGS

BRASS Aoso BRASS

Marriage
CHARLES G. NORRIS

(Author of “Salt; or The Education of Grifhith Adams™)

COMMENDS ITSELF TO AMERICAN WOMEN

GERTRUDE ATHERETON, author of "Sisters in Law,” writea:
“1 yend BRASS with the greatest possible interest in spite of the
fact that 1 detested ev character in it It is so well
composed, so direct, so'free from unnecessary writing, in spite
of its length, and so indisputably true to life. . . . do not

think there is a doubt of the enormous success of the book."

ZONA GALE, author of “Miss Lulu Bett,” writes:
‘“Whether or not his thesis is convincing, his work is magnificent.
. . It handles its human beings—and they are human—with
thut directness and honesty which more than any one quality
the American novel has lacked, i As a novel one accepts
BRASS aa n fine and notable piece of work, with a sustained story in
terest,'—New York Evening Post.

BRASS oun e bought In nngy

E. P. DUTTON & COMPANY, 681 Fifth Ave., N. Y.

weon Vumsleshionp : iF not, order o
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COBWEB

a dashing, laughing love story in an entirely different vein
from the realistic novels of recent success. (L is a [rankly
romantic tale of 8 man who married a girl when he did not
know who she waa,

CEORGE AGNEW

CHAMBERLAIN 2%

What first caught Ritt Bourne's attention was a single tear
falling slowly down her cheelg The sccond time he 5w her she
was a vision in a lace-and-velvet even ng wrap, hurrying from
a hotel-—with a single tear falling slowly down her check,

I'::_.':fn X He stepped up to her. “I am sorry I was late,” he said.
£4.00 So begins thin delightful novel, with its new mystery twist

HARPER & BROTHERS Rotshtichd 1917 NEW VORK,
Zll B T [




